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That has no sense, no sinew; takes his meat With others' fingers; only knows to gape When you do scald his gums; a voice; a shadow; And what can this man hurt you?
CeL Lord! what spirit Is this hath entered him?
Coro. And for your fame.
That's such a jig; as if I would go tell it, Cry it on the Piazza! who shall know it, But he that cannot speak it, and this fellow, Whose lips are in my pocket ? Save yourself, If you'll proclaim it you may, I know no other Shall come to know it.
CeL Are heaven and saints then nothing? Will they be blind or stupid ?
Coro. How?
CeL Good sir,
Be jealous still, emulate them; and think What hate they burn with toward every sin.
Corv. I grant you: if I thought it were a sin, I would not urge you. Should I offer this To some young Frenchman, or hot Tuscan blood That had read Aretine, conned all his prints. Knew every quirk within lust's labyrinth, And were professed critic in lechery; And I would look upon him, and applaud him, This were a sin; but here, 'tis contrary, A pious work, mere charity for physic, And honest policy, to assure mine own,
CeL O heaven! canst thou suffer such a change?
Volp. Thou art mine honour, Mosca, and my pride, My joy, my tickling, my delight! Go, bring them.
Mos. Please you, draw near, sir.
Corv. Come on, what -You will not be rebellious? By that light -
Mos. Sir, Signer Corvino, here, is come to see you*